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One 


Author's Notes: 
Sometimes the mind chooses a different path to wander. ;) 


He probably should turn on a light. 

He was comfortable with the darkness though; it offered him a place to hide. He wasn't used to hiding, but 
sometimes he welcomed the chance. He knew what people thought of him. Cold, arrogant, single-minded, and 
let's not forget an asshole and a dick. 

It bothered him every once in a while, even though those that really knew him swore he was nothing like that. 


But he knew he was. Everyone is. Sometimes. 


Getting up, he made his way through the shadows to the window, pushing back the curtains and staring out, 
the lights stabbing into his eyes. 


Bright. Like licks of golden flames. 


He shook his head, not wanting to go there, not wanting to go back to the image. He couldn't stop it, and once 
again he was transported to that place, that vision, the flames and the shock and the horror. 


He had stumbled out from behind the drums, his jaw hanging in disbelief, the realization of what had happened 
not quite within his grasp. But it had slammed home when he got closer and saw. The horrible burns, the fear 
on his face, white with shock, his eyes seeking someone, something to anchor him. 


To cling to, to let him know he wasn't alone. 


He wanted to be that one. He had wanted to stay, to offer what comfort he could, but he had to deal with the 


crowd and the promoters and the business that was Metallica. 
That was what he did, right? 

Sometimes. 

But sometimes he didn't want to. 


Shivering, he turned away from the window and looked around the room, recalling another night, a night of cold 


and death. 
If he closed his eyes, he could still hear the screams, the panic, the terror. 


He could still feel the slap of his feet on the freezing road, the cold that went clear to his soul. And the 


frantic search, looking for black ice, looking for something that would never be found. 
Instead only finding nightmares and inquiries and his own questions as to what would come next. 
It was a machine, and the wheels and the gears continued to turn, no matter what. 


Hesitant steps, the carpet thick under his bare feet, the clothes he had worn onstage now dried but stil 


smelling of sweat and smoke and... 

He shook his head, not wanting to think of what that other smell could be. 
Dropping back into the chair, he closed his eyes. 

Sometimes he wondered what all this was for. 


Was it for the money, the fame, the fans? Or for the music? 


Sometimes he thought that nothing was worth the cost, tonight, last night he realized, the price was too high. 
Sometimes he was scared to think what the next price would be. 

Would he eventually be the one to pay? 

Or would he have to again sit back and watch the ones he loved bleed and burn? 

Sometimes he thought of ending it all 


The ring of his cell brought a sigh. He didn't look, because it really didn't matter who it was. Answering, he 
brought it to his ear. 


"This is Lars." 


As the questions rolled into his mind, he once more felt the heat and the flames, and saw the agony and the 


fear in his eyes. 

Sometimes he wished he was someone else. 

Sometimes he hoped that he wouldn't have to be the one. 
Sometimes he didn't want to feel. 


Sometimes he just wanted to go home. 


